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WELCOME! 


One of the rare occasions where an English boat will be welcomed by Irishmen. 
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AT THE JUDGE BUILDING. 


Terms to Subscribers. 
UNITED STATES AND CANADA IN ADVANCE. 


One copy, one year,or52 numbers ~- $5.00 
One copy, six months, or 26 numbers - 2.50 
One copy, for thirteen weeks - - 1.25 
ncluding the Curistmas Jupcs.* 

FOREIGN SUBSCRIPTIONS — To all 
foreign countries in the postal union, $6.00 
a year. 

Western Orrice—Henry Bright, manager, Boyce building, Chicago. 

European SAL as-aGEnts—/nternational news company, Bream's building, Chancery lane, 
Z. C., London; Brentans’s, avenue de lf Opéra, Paris; Saarbach's news exchange, Mains, 
Germany. 


CORNER FIFTH AVENUE AND SIXTEENTH STREET, NEW YORK. 








2)” Circulation larger than any other cartoon weekly in the world. 
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@” NOTICE TO PUBLISHERS.—The contents of Jupas are protected by copyright in 
both the United States and Great Britain. Infringement of this copyright will be promptly and 
vigorously prosecuted. 

















CONTRIBUTORS must inclose a stamped and self-addressed envelope with all 
manuscripts, otherwise return of the latter when found unavailable cannot be guar- 
anteed. 

DRAWINGS aad all other contributions sent to the Art Department should have 
the sender’s full name and address written plainly on each and every separaiec 
sketch. The accompanying joke or descriptive letter-press should in every instance 
be written upon its individual picture, and NOT upon a separate slip of paper. In- 
closure of stamps to the full amount of postage is also required, to insure safe and 
prompt return of material opt accepted. 
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ADMIRAL EVANS'S NEW TITLE: “ Writing Bob.” 














* * * 
+ *L{ISTORIAN” MACLAY could get a better job on the vaudeville 
stage. 
* * * 
FOEMEN worthy of their steel—The Trust and the Amalgamated As- 
sociation. 
oo.) © 


WO OF A KIND—The so-called historical novel of the day, and “ his- 
torian’’ Maclay’s text-books on the Navy. 
* * * 
¢¢LJISTORIAN” MACLAY, the press-agent for the Naval anti-Schley 
clique, has turned in caitiff flight from Washington and Annapolis 
and taken refuge with Admiral Sampson, ten miles in the rear. 
* * * 
A “DEEP-SEA HOTEL” has been launched, which is towed out be- 
yond Sandy Hook every night, so that its guests may enjoy a cool 
and quiet night’s rest. The average inland resort likewise appears to be 


all at sea in the Summer rush time. 
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A MORE STRENUOUS CONVERSION. 
ELDER FRONTBENCH—‘* Good-morrow, Dame Scoldtongue ! 
repentance" and ‘ waShed‘?", , 
DaME SCOLDTONGCE —*' Aye. but not at church, 





HEAVEN, OR PURGATORY? 
THAT DELIGHTFUL AUTOBIOGRAPHER, Augustus J. C. Hare, 
relates that Lady Airlie in her childhood was a favorite of the poet 
Leigh Hunt, and once asked him what, he thought heaven would be like. 
“TI think,” he replied, “that it will be like a most beautiful arbor all hung 
with creepers and flowers, where one can sit all day and read the new 


novels.” It must be remembered, though, that in Leigh Hunt's time the 
modern historical novel and the “by gosh” serial had not been invented. 


LABOR AND REPOSE. 


¢+*]F EVERY able-bodied man in Greater New York (writes Orrin E. 

Dunlap) were working together turning a crank, they would not 
equal the power to be developed in the two stations of the Niagara Falls 
Power Company.” If every hobo in the United States were rounded up 
and told to go to work at a gigantic woodpile represented by the timber 
forests of the Northwest, their combined inertia would be about equal to 
the amount of labor-saving accomplished by the machinery run by the 
power scooped in from the great cataract. It’s poor statistics that won’t 
work both ways. 


SCHLEY’S GOLDEN SILENCE. 


ADMIRAL SCHLEY is master of a golden silence. Even the desperate 

and dastardly assaults of the last few weeks, with the culminating 
outrage of the Sampson-Maclay “history,” indorsed by Secretary Long, 
have failed to elicit any response from the hero of Santiago other than the 
remark that “after others had said all they wanted to, he might issue a 
statement "—though even that would depend upon circumstances and the 
counsel of friends. In the proud place which Admiral Schley holds in the 
hearts of his countrymen, he has what is doubtless to him an all-sufficient 
reward. But JUDGE desires to go on record right. here and now as pre- 
dicting for this splendid officer of the United States Navy future honors of 
which he has not yet dreamed. 


COMICS OUTDONE. 


[F “ZIM” had pictured, or Mark Twain had described, the disastrous 

explosion of a frog which had been fed with dynamite, people would 
have said—and with reason, too—that these humorists were overstepping 
the bounds of comic license. Yet here is our esteemed Paris-American 
contemporary, the New York Hera/d, giving, in its telegraphic news cole 
umns, under double headlines, the following remarkable item: 

“The three children of George McCurry, a contractor of Albany, Mo., 
found some dynamite in the cellar of their home, and, thinking it was 
putty, fed it to their pet frog. A large tool-chest fell on the frog and ex- 
ploded the dynamite. A chisel pierced the temple of the youngest child 
and killed it. Another child and Mrs. McCurry, in the kitchen above, 
were seriously hurt, and that part of the house was wrecked.” 


Query: Did Mr. Bennett cable this over from Paris just after dinner? 
2, 
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Rumor hath it thou hast become well behaved—hast, in verity, been brought to the ‘ stool of 


It was at the town ducking-stool at the river.” 











By J. Ed. 

LIEUTENANT TOM was 

comfortably adjusted in his 
hammock, one foot trailing be- 
neath. He was wondering why 
on earth the Government found 
it necessary to establish a post in 
this hot place. ‘“ Why, the 
country isn’t fit for white men,” 
he mused. ‘Nobody but a 
thieving Apache can stand it, 
anyway. Don’t see the need of 
troops here now; haven't had 
any trouble for four years, since 
we rounded up old Red Dog’s 
gang of cut-throats. Don’t think 
there'd been any trouble then if 
the Government’s agents had 
used the Indians square. But old 
Red Dog's a bad lot, though, and 
I guess it’s just as well that 

Manchester (N. H.) Daily Union. we've got him here where we can 

keep an eye on him. Phew! It’s hot! Wonder where Jo Pete is?” 

He glanced towards the Colonel's quarters. The Colonel was asleep 
in a camp chair with a handkerchief thrown across his face. The 
Colonel’s daughter, a 
handsome girl, who had 
come down from the North 
to see what a soldier's life 
was like in the Indian 
country, reclined in a ham- 
mock, propped up to a 
proper and comfortable 
degree by sundry sofa 
pillows. She had been 
reading a novel. 

The methodically - 
pacing guard at head- 
quarters paused occasion- 
ally to mop the perspira- 
tion from his brow. 

“ Deuced pretty girl,” 
mused Lieutenant Tom. 
“ Wonder what could have 
induced her to leave God's 
country for this infernal 
place? Ten to one she'll 
tire of Arizona in a week. 
Gad, that hammock rope 
looks a little shaky. Hope 
if it’s going to break it will postpone the event till the young lady goes in. 
A tumble would be awkward—Hullo! What the devil "—— 

Something shot through the air with a swish, settled down over the 
head of the guard and was drawn taut with a snap. It was a lasso and 
on the handle end of it a little brown boy danced about in great glee. 

The sentryman threw off the lasso, shook his fist good-naturedly at 
the boy and resumed his measured walk. 

“ Come here, Jo Pete, you rascal!” called Lieutenant Tom. “ I'll have 
you put in the guard-house if you don’t stop playing your tricks.” 

Jo Pete coiled the lasso around his arm. 

“‘ Where 've you been, Jo?” 

“ Down wid Injuns.” 

“ Where 'd you get that. rope?” 

“Red Dog. He show me how ketch um hoss.” 

Then the little fellow curled himself up on the piazza. 

Lieutenant Tom fell again to musing. His eyes rested fondly on the 
boy. ‘“ Queer little kid. Can't run wild around here much longer. Get- 
ting old enough to send away to school. Hope he'll turn out all right, but 
if there’s anything in heredity he’s liable to make trouble for somebody 
one of these days. Old Bandylegs, his paternal relative, was one of the 
worst Indians in Arizona, and he died with his moccasins on, all right. 
Hullo! What's up at the Colonel's quarters ?” 

An orderly had just swung across the hot space with some mail and 
was on his way back to the company quarters. The Colonel came over to 

Lieutenant Tom with an open letter in his hand. 

“T wonder what’s the matter with the old man now,” mused the 
Lieutenant. “1 hope he doesn’t want me to hunt any more bucks to-day.” 





J. ED. COFFIN, 








The Colonel stepped up on to the piazza. 
“ Lieutenant, the paymaster is on the way here from Fort 
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Judge’s Funny Stories by Serious People, and Vice Versa. 
HOW THE “PIPE” 





WENT OUT. 
Coffin. 

will have a guard as far as Red Sand ford. You will meet him at the ford 
and relieve the guard from Fort And, by the way, Lieutenant, 
take old Red Dog along with you and turn him over to the guard from 
Fort He’s causing uneasiness among the young bucks here.” 

Then the Colonel turned on his heel and returned to his comfortable 
camp chair, and, as he crossed to his quarters, little Jo Pete slid from the 
piazza and disappeared. 

“ Well, I like that,” grumbled Lieutenant Tom to himself. 
as well have sent me into the hills. This means forty miles of torture to- 
morrow. Phew! Hope it will rain, but it won't.” 

That night old Red Dog and a band of young bucks left the-fort, and 
some of the good Indians said the missing braves had gone on the war- 


path. Next morning Lieutenant Tom, Sergeant Bill and a squad of troop- 
ers started for Red Sand. ; 

It was a long, hot ride to Red Sand, and when they got there it was 
with a feeling of relief that they threw themselves from their saddles. 

Lieutenant Tom was not quite satisfied with things. He had been 
asking himself all kinds of questions while on the march. ‘“ Now what 
put it into old Red Dog's head to run away just at this time? Why didn't 
he wait till after to-morrow? He knew live beef rations were to be dis- 
tributed then, and he enjoys killing his own rations next to cutting the 
throats of white men.” : 

An exclamation came from Sergeant Bill, who had been intently 
scanning the horizon in the direction of Fort ; 

“ They're coming, eh ?” exclaimed Lieutenant Tom. 

“ Must be them, sir,”” replied Sergeant Bill. 

Lieutenant Tom brought his field-glass to bear on the dark spot in the 
distance. He gazed long 
and earnestly, then turned 
and handed the glass to 
Sergeant Bill. “ Take a 
look, Sergeant. and see 
what you can make out.” 

Sergeant Bill, who was 
an old and experienced 
plainsman, squinted 
through the glass. 

“ Something wrong 
there, Lieutenant. Can't 
just make it out. Uni- 
forms all right, but they 
must have ‘listed a queer 
lot of rookies at Fort 
lately. Hanged if 
they don’t look funny. 
They ride hunched up like 
squaws. They're no 
soldiers.” 

Lieutenant Tom took 
the glass again. 

“Youre right, Ser- 
geant, they're not soldiers! 
They're Indians, and the 
guard from Fort 
has been trapped and 
butchered! Call up the 
men. We'll give those red 
devils a surprise party.” 

And:as the troopers lay waiting Lieutenant Tom's mind was busily 
engaged in working out a few problems. “This accounts for old Red 
Dog’s exit with those young bucks last night,” he mused. A moment 
after he slapped his hand down hard on his leg. “Clear as crystal! Jo 
Pete! The little rascal heard the Colonel say the paymaster was coming 
and that old Red Dog was to be sent away !’’ 

The Indians figured that their little masquerade party was working 
like a charm, and doubtless anticipated an easy job in paying off a few old 
scores with the troopers. They came slowly on until within a few hundred 
yards of Lieutenant Tom’s men, when their horses suddenly broke into a 
run, and with toud yells the fiends swooped down upon the soldiers. Sure 
enough, there was old Red Dog, howling like a demon and riding like mad. 
And beside him astride a piebald bronco was little Jo Pete. 

But the swoop wasn’t a howling success despite the savage war 
whoops, for the carbines of the troopers cracked spitefully, and there was 
business in the-cracks. Back upon their haunches went the horses of the 
Indians who escaped the hail of lead. Then around the soldiers the howl- 
ing Apaches whirled in a circle. Suddenly old Red Dog and several of 
the braves-dropped from the circle and dashed straight at the troopers. 

It was a hand-to-hand scrap then. Lieutenant Tom closed his teeth 
hard. A dullet cut a furrow across his forehead and blood mingled with 
the perspiration which streamed from his face. 

Just then, old Red Dog, whose horse had been shot from under him, 
made a rush for Lieutenant Tom, and — the rope broke. Lieutenant Tom's 
“ pipe” went out. 

Lieutenant Tom came down by the run, as the sailors say, and the 
Milky Way held a convention about his head as it came in contact with the 
hard flooring beneath the hammock. He picked himself up and glanced 
furtively across the way, but the Colonel’s daughter had gone in. He felt 
better. Turning towards the little grinning brown ball curled up beside 
the lasso he said, “‘ Jo Pete, my boy, you're all right.” 
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AS IT LISTETH. 
Core, Cupid, tell me truly, 
Aren’t you just a bit unruly? 
Do you let 
A heart forget, 
If it will, 
Its earliest thrill ? 
Do you try 
To hush the sigh 
That should rest 
Within the breast ? 
Don't you strive 
To keep alive 
What you know 
Should be laid low? 
Don’t you whisper 
In the ear 
What the time 
Is past to hear? 
Cupid, Cupid, tell me truly, 


Aren't you just a bit unruly? 
WILLIAM J. LAMPTON, 


ATER boils at two 














grees Fahrenheit, but blood 
may boil at any temperature. 











Photo. by Marceau, 


JUDGE'S FAVORITES. 


CATHARINE SEARS. 
They can’t persuade me “ Florodora’s’’ old, 
So long as you and she are of one date ; 
The well-worn “ Sextet’’ seems as good as gold, 
While you are there to lend it brightness, Kate. 
But whether ** Florodora”’ runs or not, 
You'll be admired long after she’s forgot. 


GETTING NECKST. 


HE horny-hearted farmer grasped the giddy old hen by the 
tootsie-wootsies and carefully laid her silvering crown across 


r Wut 


the chopping block, remarking, in a fatherly tone, as he lifted his y f >: is 
cleaver : . 





“ This is a painful moment, but remember, it hurts you more 
than it does me.” 

“Yah,” squawked the antiquated bird as she twisted her 
head back to give him a contemptuous look, “ don’t try to make 
cutting remarks; ring off!” And the farmer, after racking his 
brains for a suitable bit of repartee, threw down the axe and 
wrung off. The old hen had led him many a hard race, but he 
got a head of her for once. 
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POOR BEGGAR! 
LADY OF THE HOUSE—‘‘ I'm a poor lone widow, and "—— 


Horcukiss GUNN (¢he hobo)—** I'll marry you, ma'am ; you ain't just my style, but beggars mustn't be choosers.” 


f~ 





SPIDER TELEPHONE. 
‘** Hallo, central !” 





hundred and twelvede- 66 HY is. Rudgely trying to break the record in his trip 
around the world ?” 
“ His wife is after him.” 











FLORA. 
Yellow honey -suckle. 
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HOW IT LOOKED. 


Mrs. Brown—‘‘ Mrs, Jones says their butler has been with the family for years:” 
Mr. Brown—‘‘ Indeed! He must be a relative.” 
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A DANGEROUS SYMPTOM. 


First OUTLAW—‘‘ Where are ye hit, pard? Can ye hang on till we git to the canyon?” 
SECOND OUTLAW—“ Don't know. I got it right in the middle, and it feels like an ice-cream soda.” 





MY PRETTY TYPEWRITER. 
| HAVE a pretty typewriter, 
As pretty as can be. 
I'm very much in love with her, 
And she as much with me. 


I tell her what I'd have her say, 
But not what she must do; 

For this I find the only way 
She’ll be dictated to. 





Sometimes she makes a lover ‘‘ stare,” 
When I would have him s/art#, 

But never strikes a wrong note on 
The key-board of my heart. 


She dotes on her old ‘‘ No. 2,” 
This girl who's one with me, 

She chose the number so because 
We hadn't room for three. 


And must I tell you now her name? 
I'd quite as lief as not. 
This pretty typewriter of mine 
Is—just—my—daughter—Dot. 
JOHN PAUL. 








IT HAS REACHED THE HORSES. 
SHE (with the sailor hat)}—‘‘ 1 feel awfully bad.” 
HE (with the Panama)—‘* What's the matter—mal-de-mare ?’ 
SHE (with the sailor hat)—‘' No; but I can’t tell if my hat is on straight.” 


ON THE COAST OF MAINE. 


Newcomer—“1 don't see how you ever stand bathing in this 
icy sea.” 


Old stager—‘ We wear sealskin bathing-suits.” 


j’ 
f 


ee 
Mj, | 


Ij 


Mj 
Mi | 





THE WAY SHE UNDERSTOOD HIM. 
AIK a CLERK—** Madam, we are selling these goods for just what we paid for 
t 








OLD LaDY—*‘An’ you've got the face ter think I'm goin’ ter hel t of 
FAN-TAN. bad bargain !” FOES GS n goin’ ter help yer out of a 
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TWO MERRY JESTERS. 


. “yer: said the magistrate, 
are accused of stealing 


g watches. What have you 


to say for yourself?’ 
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lock, your honor,” re- 
plied the culprit, 
who was something 
of a joker. 
“ Good — very 
good!” laughed the 
magistrate. 
“Now, let me 
see; since you 
were so anxious 
to acquire time, 
I will make a 
contribution 
myself.” 

The pris- 
oner seemed 
very much 
pleased, but his 
countenance 
changed when 
the judge said severely : “I'll give you three years at hard labor.” 


TOO SUGGESTIVE, 


Flanagan—“1 didn’t see you at the baseball game yesterday 
afternoon, Madden.” 

Madden—“ No. Th’ company has shut down on th’ men goin’ 
to ball games any more.” 

Flanagan—“ What's all that for?” 
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HARD WORK. 


Mrs. ANT—‘‘ Say, Henry, haven’t you got that 
potato peeled yet? I’ve got to have it for supper.” 


Madden—“ Shure, they don’t want ’em to hear the umpire callin’ 


‘em out on strikes, I guess.” 
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A CRUEL FATHER. 
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THE STERN PARENT—‘‘ Go! and never darken my door again.” 





UNCLE EZRA CRACKS A JOKE. 


‘** Mother, I fetched ye some aigs.” 
‘* Well, lay ’em on the table.” 
**Gosh! I hain’t no hen.” 


A SARATOGA LEGEND. 


‘TH® iron of a certain spring 
In Saratoga town 
Itself makes felt on anything 
That gulps it madly down, 


One day the deer that decorates 
And ornaments the park 

That owns the spring, defied the fates 
And murmured softly, ‘‘ Mark 


‘* Me well and see the thing I do 
When in my nose I dip” —— 
Then not e’en as the kangaroo 
Or turtle could he skip. 


He hobbled off a wiser buck 
And sadder, quite subdued, 
And on the twinkling campus struck 
A fine Greek attitude. 


And in that attitude he stands 
Unto this very day, 

An iron deer not made with hands, 
That chants this little lay: 


‘* Drink not too deeply of the fiz- 
Zing Saratoga spring ; 
A little too much iron is 
A very dangerous thing.” 


R. K, MUNKITTRICK, 
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AGATA 





** Now, there’s an egg worth setting on.—— 


——Mercy ! what’s—— 
SHE TOOK IT FOR AN EGG. 
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JOYFUL NEWS. 


SAILING MasTER—“‘Better not go out sailing, 
young ladies—there’s a heavy swell, and——”’ 

CuHorus oF YounGc Lapies—‘‘ Oh, mercy ! 
Where is he?” 
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WOULDN'T Pi 
ROSENTHAL—‘“‘ How much are yt 
yet?” F 
LirE Guarps—‘ Well, if we git 
ROSENTHAL—“ Let me sink !” 
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HE TOOK IT INWARDLY. 
Mrs. Havymow—‘‘ What ails ye, Josiah ?’’ 
JosiAuH (painfully )—‘‘I heered some one say 
that salt water was a rattling good tonic, so I 
te . “a 4 drank eB . wn od hang it if I don’t feel 
iT PH PRICE. es worser’n I di ore !”” 
ee g to sharge me for safeing me : 








f we git it ought to be wort’ a fiver!” 
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Sackett & Wilhelms Litho & Pt. Co.New York . 
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,ENOUGH SAID. 
4 STOOD and faced her. It was 
the bitterest moment of his life. 

“Most men,” he said, “ re- 
cover from these affairs. Yet I 
am not like most men. To be 
rejected in itself is bad enough, 
but for me, with all my pride of 
heart, all my sensitiveness, it is 
terrible. I can school myself, no 
doubt, to recover from this blow, 
to go on alone without your love, 
but how can I endure the biting 
scorn of the world? When they 
know that you have refused me, 
how they will laugh, how they 
will jeer! I will be an endless 
subject for merry jests. This is 
too much! It is more than I 
can bear.” 

“ But,” she said gently, “ my 
friend, you will not have to say 
that I rejected you.” 

“Then, if not that, what 
shall I say ?” he asked gloomily. 


“ Simply tell them,” she replied, “that you have 
proposed. That will be enough.” 
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JUST LIKE A WOMAN. 
MR. FISHERMAN —** By Jove, these bonnets are the best bait for mermaids I ever saw !” 

















ON STRIKE, 


THE CIGARETTE—‘‘ What are the matches giving a torchlight procession for ?” 
THE MATCH - BOx—‘‘ Oh, can’t you see they’ve struck ?” 


CONFESSIONS OF AN 
UMBRELLA. 
WHEN left without my owner's care 
How quickly I am cribbed ! 
And, gracious, how the thief will swear 
Should I be broken-ribbed. 


Ny 
iN If by a woman I am held, 
And you should venture nigh, 
Don’t blame me if I am compelled 
To jab you in the eye. 
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/ d NA . fi - if} My, 
} Y) Mille - a The borrower has never learned 
x ; How friends should be repaid. 
Though silk when lent, I am returned 
In cotton garb arrayed. 


Though bargain counters guarantee 
I will not split or crock, 
I'm apt to break in two or three 


CO a <a 
Before I’ve gone a block. 
IE =k P 






HUE SS cares r Though when it rains in me you find 
_——— 
Ra 3 A friend, beyond a doubt, 
Remember that the wanton wind 
Oft turns me inside out. 


I hope you'll not despise me when 
You think how I must feel 

In having changed the best of men, 
And tempted them to steal. 


For even should I not become 
A vehicle of theft, 
Therejs reason why I’m feeling glum — 
I'm always getting left. 
JAMES JAY O'CONNELL, 
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‘TIS TO LAUGH. 


Boy—** Which one of you has lost this tooth powder ?” 





























WITH A GIFT OF WATER LILIES. 


See, my beloved, what I bring, > 
White lilies from the woodland spring ; 
They floated on its waters there, 
Dream-laden in the summer air. 


I'll tell thee how to guard them best ; 
Lay them upon thy virgin breast, 
And in thy bosom’s rise and fall 
Their native waters they'll recall. 


Beware, my child, the woodland stream, 
’Tis perilous by its waves to dream ; 
Above, the lilies ope their eyes, 

Below, the Lorelei watching lies. 


Thy bosom, child, is like the stream, 

I dare not linger there to dream ; 

Above, the virgin lilies blow, 

Th’ unsleeping Lorelei lies below. 
—Henrtik Ibsen. 


As an appetizer and general tonic, mix quar- 
ter wine-glass Dr. Siegert’s Angostura Bitters, 
fill with iced water, add teaspoonful sugar. 


LITTLE LIBELS. 


A woman is immensely flattered when ‘‘ the 
girls” ask her to appear ata party in a low- 
neck gown.— Diamonds won't save some 
women.—People hate a man or woman who 
tells everything ; particularly a woman.—When 
aman pays his wife a compliment, he adds 
** but—,” and then says something to spoil it. 
—Most of the women who visit dry-goods 
stores in summer are looking for a blue in 
cotton goods that will wash.—When a woman 
can't sing at all, friends excuse her by saying 
that though her voice is not strong, it is very 
sweet.—A woman who boards is as busy as 
one who keeps house, but she will never admit 
that it consists largely of frittering.—Arkan- 
saw Thos. Cat. 





Prickly Heat, Chafing, Sunburn, 
Bites or Stings of insects, and for 
Bathing, Shampooing, Nursery and 
General Toilet purposes — espe- 
cially when traveling— 


Packer’s 
Tar Soap 


is indispensable. It is pure and 
antiseptic, soothes while cleansing, 
and in irritated conditions of the 
skin affords quick relief. 


PACKER MFG. CO., NEW YORK. 


WILLIAMS “soap 


These Faces Show 9 


the difference between Williams’ 
Shaving Soap and other kinds. 
The lather of most soaps is thin 
and watery and as 
soon as it isapplied to 
the face begins to 
evaporate. It ap- 
pears full of little pin 
holes (see face No. 1); 
the skin becomes hard 
and dry, the face 
burns and itches ; it’s torture 
to shave with such soap. 
The lather of Williams’ soap 
is always thick, moist and 
creamy (see face No. 2); it 
softens the beard, makes the 
skin soft, pliable and vel- 
vety, and renders shaving 
easy and agreeable. 
Williams’ soap is the only kind that 
“Won’t Dry on the Face.” 
Only firm in the world making a specialty of Shaving Soaps. 
SOLD EVERYWHERE. 
THE J. B. WILLIAMS CO., Glastonbury, Cona. 
manently cured 


LONDON. PARIS. DRESDEN. SYDNEY. 
home. No loss of ties 


MORPHINE from business—no re- 


epee, je and book (in plain sealed envelope). 
We ca. DR PURDY. Room 4, Binz Build 
nd Texas. 
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THE DANCING BEAR. | 
You laugh when you see a tame bear dance; | 
Do you know how they teach the beast to prance? 


In a brewer's caldron they tie him tight, 
And pile up the furnace and set it alight. 


Then a barrel-organ they bring along, 
And play to the bear ‘t Love’s old sweet song.” 


In a minute or so he begins to grill, 
And he needs must dance, for he can't stand still, 


So whenever he hears the tune that he knows, 
A dancing devil flies into his toes. 


I too in the caldron once was bound, 
And the furnace blazed, and the organ ground, 





The flames of hell, I felt their power 
And I carry the scars to this very hour. 


And whenever thoughts of that time arise, 
I feel the pang like a stab in the eyes. 


And deep in my brain the iron goes, 
And I needs must dance on my metric toes, 
—Henrik Ibsen. 


Vigor of mind and strength of body are at- 
tendant upon the use of Abbott's, the Original 


Angostura Bitters. The great rejuvenator. At 
druggists and grocers. 
Millie—‘‘ She told him everything.” 7%/- 


lie—** What candor!” A/illie—‘‘And what a 
memory !”—Pick-Me-Up. 





A large 
cold 
bottle of 
Evans’ 


Ale 


makesa 
long cool 
drink 


One swallow does not make you 
shiver, but a bottle cools you off. 


EVERYWHERE. 





Fear is depressing and demoralizing. 
Never fear to attempt a duty. The confi- 
dent spirit is the triumphant one. Take a 
policy for the protection of your wife. The 
way will open. Apply to the 

Penn Mutuat Lire, 


921-3-5 Chestnut Street, 
Philadelphia. 


EARL & WILSONS 


COLLARS CUFFS & SHIRTS 


BEST IN THE WORLD. 


YPSILANTI 


Perfect Fitting 
Health 


In all sizes and best materials, 
At Your Dealers. 
Send for booklet to the makers, 
HAY & TODD MFG. CO. 
YPSILANTI, MICH. 
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THE “SOHMER” HEADS THE 
LIST OF THE HIGHEST 
GRADE PIANOS. 


SOHMER 
PIANOS 





KNEW HIS TESTAMENT. 


Once, when Sir Herace St. Paul was at 
college, he found a man lying drunk in the 
quadrangle and tried to make him get up: 

* You're drunk,” he said; ‘‘ you don’t even 
know who lam.” ‘‘ Yes, I know very well 
who you are,” said the man; ‘‘you’re the 
fellow that wrote an epistle to Timothy and 
never got an answer.” 


SCCVS BUUS BO88 O84 
3 HONEST FLAVOR 






and perfect purity are 
found in 


GREAT 
WESTERN 








CHAMPAGNE $ 
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: 











ED. PB 





+ 
AUDS 
= The New York Com- 
a mercial Journal says: 
‘There is one merit in 
American champagne 
which should find it es- 
pecial favor as compared 
with the French. It 
makes and carries its 
own honest flavor, where- 
asthe French chainpagne 
has NO flavor until it is 
aided through the me- 
dium of other liqueurs at 
the end of the fermenting 
process. ln other words, 
the French flavor is 


made, the American is 
born.” 

Hence the oon. ¢ 
larity of ** Great 
Western,’’ the 


gold medal winner 
at the Paris Expo- 
sition. 
PLEASANT VAL- 
LEY WINE CO., 


Sole Makers, Rheims, N Y. 


Sold by all Respectable 
Wine Dealers. 
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EAT DE QUIN. 
HAIR TONIC 
THE BEST HAIR RESTORER 
ITIVE. DANDRUFF CURE 


A hair. anne yas Me 
5B PLNAUS HRBEET Oe 


$250 REWARD 


for information leading to the conviction of ay 


; 
: 
: 
‘ 
: 
: 


THE REASON WHY NOT. 





dealer having refilled empty bottles of ED. An American came in one day with: ‘‘ Have 

NAUD’S world-renowned you heard this extraordinary news?" writes 

Eau de Quinine Hair Tonic, the late Augustus j.c. Hare, in his entertain- 
ing ‘‘Story of My Life. No; what? 


or adulterating and tampering in any shape or form 
with the original contents of the same. 

Any communication relative to the detection of 
such frauds will be treated in strict confidence. 


PUTNEY, TWOMBLY & PUTNEY, 


Attorneys, 
115 BROADWAY, NEW YORK. 


‘* Why, about the Archbishop of Canterbury.” 
‘“*No; what about him?” ‘* Why, about his 
having refused to bury a waiter at the Lang- 
ham Hotel.” ‘* No; what a proud contempt- 
uous priest he must be! but what possible 
reason could he give for refusing to bury the 
waiter?” ‘* Why, that he was not dead.” 




















Invest 


» our 
Money 


In Life Insurance, as 

it gives at once an in- 
vestment many times 
larger than the amount you 
pay in. The security is absolute and 
the dividends are exceedingly liberal. 


Fill out the following form and send it to us: 


PRUDENTIAL 


HAS THE 
STRENGTH OF 
GIBRALTAR 











Without committing myself to any action, I shall be glad to receive, free, 


particulars and rates of policies for § 
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HE PRUDENTIAL INSURANCE COMPANY OF AMERIC(: 


JOHN F. DRYDEN HOME OFFICE 











Sohmer Building, $y,50serom 
Sth Ave., cor, 22d St. York. 


Newark. N. J. 














Chicago’s Theater Train—12.10 MIDNIGHT— New York Central. 
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BIAKESIEY 


THE ONLY COMFORTABLE ARM BAND MADE. 


DOES NOT BIND THE ARM. 


On BAND. 


BLAKESLEY NOVELTY COMPANY, 
Manufacturers, 
BRISTOL, CONN, 








NONE GENUINE WITHOUT THe wono EASY stampco 


* Economy” wants *‘A menu for feeding a 
family of eight on three dollars a week.” s 

Kegin with Sunday. For breakfast have ten Established 1823. 
cents’ worth of liver, for dinner purchase with 


the remaining $2.90 a large beef roast, potatoes 


and whatever else you want. 
Monday— Hash, 
Tuesday— Hash. 


Wednesday—Go visiting. 
Thursday—Stand off the grocer. 


Friday—Stand off the butcher. 
Saturday—Move. 
—Baltimore American, oa 


The tone of the Sohmer Piano is particular- T hat’s All ! 
ly distinguished on account of its folume and 
purity, its richness and singing quality, and its THE WILSON DISTILLING Co., 


sympathetic character throughout the entire Baltimore, Md. 
scale. 








**Does it hurt to be lynched?” asked the 
tenderfoot timidly. ‘‘ Not after it’s over,” re- 
plied Lariat Luke sagely.— Ohio State /Jour- 
nal, 





A GREAT EXHIBIT. 

Visitors to the Pan-American Exposition this 
summer should not fail to examine the exhibit 
of The Prudential Insurance Company of 
America, which occupies a readily accessible 
part of the Liberal Arts section of the Manu- 
factures Building. The exhibit was prepared 
by the statistician of the company, Mr. Frede- 
rick L. Hoffman, and occupies about three hun- 
dred and twenty-five feet of wall space. 

















To the millions of Prudential policy-holders 





this exhibit will undoubtedly prove one of con- 
siderable interest, but in particular will it be 
valuable to all who are interested in life-insur- 








SUMMER NUMBER JUDGE’S LIBRARY 
PRICE 10 CENTS. 


110 Fifth Avenue, New York. 


For sale at all News-stands or Judge Company, 


ance problems and results. Students of statis- 
tics and members of the medical profession will 
find the exhaustive exhibit of medical statistics 
of considerable scientific value. The exhibit 
is indicative of the high degree of care and 
skill with which the interests of policy-holders 
in The Prudential are protected. 

The Prudential Insurance Company of Amer- 
ica has always devoted much labor and money 
to the scientific study and development of life 
insurance in this country, but never before have 
the results of the company's investigations been 
placed on public view on so large a scale. 
There are forty charts and diagrams, most of 
which pertain to the general industrial experi- 
ence of the company, which is sufficiently large 
to warrant reasonably accurate conclusions as 
to the relation of age, sex, race, nativity and 
occupation to human longevity. The published 
data pertaining to the rejection experience of 
the company are unique in that they are prob- 
ably without a parallel in life-insurance statis- 
tics. The diagram showing the mortality by 





occupations exhibits at a glance the actual re er Mebnaabap tice: Ragennaial maa oaas 

Sed the experience of The Prudential dur- *~ ——. I wuz not always a tramp, mum! I wuz driven from home by a heart- 
ing the three years 1897-1899. Of the total a — >” 

death i ptr that ‘od Lapy— Who was the woman ? : 

— ‘gallep-haldeie, sen Bens fprenten 'rRaMPp—‘‘ Mrs, Carrie Nation! I made me home in Casey’s saloon, Witchita, 


gaged in manufacturing industries, 21.9% labor- Kansas, mum ! 
ers and ill-defined occupations, 14 4% dealers 
and merchants, and so on down to 1.2% for 
persons engaged in government and defense. 














SHAMROCK II. and CONSTITUTION 





Bound 
Volumes 





Every copy of JuDGE for 1900 
in two volumes, substantially 
bound in cloth, with gilt edg- 
ing, express prepaid anywhere 
in the United States, for $9.00. 
Send orders promptly. 


Judge Publishing Co. 


110 FirTH AVENUE, 
NEW YORK, 


























at * 


SIZE 
A beautiful , 
autifu 16% x 22% inches. 
PRINTED ON PLATE 
Paper, In E1Gut 


reproduction in 


colors of Frank 


Cotors. 
H. Scneww’s superb Price, 10 Cents per 
Copy. . 
water-color painting ; wits coed ins 
e 


of the great yachts mail, postpaid, 


i on receipt of price. 
which are to . < 





4 ont iin Address 
contest for the : 
Judge Company, 
America’s Cup. 110 FIFTH AVENUE, 
New York, 
* * 


Copyright, 1901, by Jupce Company. 


“MANOEUVRING FOR THE START.” 
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THE MANDARIN IN EXILE, 
(Chinese: Sixth Century.) 


I see the hall of jasper, 

The marble wall and floor, 
And the tapestries of satin 

At the windows and door. 


Good Judges 


pronounce Beneath the lady's fingers 


Who plies her needle there 
Flowers bud and blow so lifelike 
10 Year Old That odors scent the air. 
She sings a love-lorn ditty, 
And, singing softly, grieves ; 
Nor longer broiders spring flowers, 
But withered autumn leaves. 


Hunter 
Baltimore 


Rye 








From the plum-tree in the garden 
The last pale blossoms fall, 
And the shadows of the sparrows 
Have vanished from the wall. 






If I had your wings, ye swallows! 
I would flv afar no more, 

But back to the hall of jasper 
And the lady at the door. 


to be the 


Highest Standard of 
Excellence and the 
Best Whiskey in 
America. 


She is waiting and calling to us; 

I hear her dying cry— 
Fly, swallows! Say I am coming, 

And command her not to die. 
—Translated by Robert Mackay, in Literary 
Era. 


BALTIMORERYE 
WM LANAHAN & SON 
BALTIMORE 







r 


ou do drink, drink bi 
E LT oy Pee 
a | ‘ e 







** Here’s to the boys, may they never be 
old men ; 
And to the old men, may they ever be 


















Green Label. 


AT ALL FIRST-CLASS DEALERS. 


















Hopes are never realized where ambition is 
greater than strength. Fortify your system 
with Abbott’s, the Original Angostura Bitters. 
At druggists and grocers. 


Sold at all first-class cafés and by jobbers. 
WM. LANAHAN & SON, Baltimore, Md. 











MAKE MONEY 
WITH 


MUTOSCOPES 


Most men make mistakes. It’s the fellow 
who blunders that bothers us.—7Z%e School- 
master, 









is!” 


—very mannish,.” 


countless thousands mourn.—7%e Schoolmaster. 










‘What an effeminate boy young Doodley 
‘** Yes; he’s always smoking cigarettes.” 
‘** His cousin Mabel is quite the other extreme 
‘*Ts that so?” ‘* Yes; she 
smokes cigarettes.” —Philadelphia Press, 


Associated Pelvic and 
Refiex Nervous diseases 
cured to stay cured. 
Interesting book, fully illustrated, 
and _ professional opinion, sent 
FREE to those who describe 
their case fully and enclose ten 


In China—Man’s Christianity to man makes 
cents to prepay sealed postage. 











ONLY COIN-IN-THE-SLOT 
MOVING-PICTURE 
MACHINE 
3,000 
SUBJECTS 


AVAILABLE FOR 
EXCHANGE, 


























Exclusive Rights in 
Choice Territory. 


Write to 
American Mutoseope & 
Biograph Co., Dept. A, 
NEW YORK CITY. 

















DOLLARS FOR YOU! 


THE 


MIRROR 


AND 


FARMER 


MANCHESTER, N. H., 


The Leading Family and Farm- 
ing Paper in New England, 


WILL MAKE THEM! 


ONLY ADVER- 
TISE INIT... 


The John B. Clarke Co., Arthur E. Clarke, 
Publishers. Manager. 





You will get more prompt attention and better service 
y mentioning JupGE when answering advertisements. 





No, this is not a dreadful accident. He is 
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THE JOYS OF MOTORING. 
simply tightening a nut or something, and she is hoping he won’t be much longer.—Punch, 





The “ZIM” Collection 


OF ORIGINAL WATER-COLOR REPRODUCTIONS OF SKETCHES BY « ZIM.” 
Price, $3.00 per Set of Eight Pictures. 


‘Zim?’ has been characterized as the Mark Twain of picturedom. His figures, while 
ilways broadly comic and sometimes grotesquely exaggerated, are nevertheless truly artistic 
caricatures of actual types, selected with fine humorous discrimination. ; 

The pictures in this collection were done specially for it, and have never been published in 
any other form. The elaborate color-work, reproduced in fac-simile by the famous French 
process, shows ‘‘ Zim” in several of his happiest moods, Each individual figure of the set 
brings brightness and color to the wall, wherever it may be hung. 

The edition is limited to 2,000 sets. : 

The collection consists of eight of the very best examples of Mr. Zimmerman’s work, repro- 
duced in six colors by the original process, all handsomely mounted ready for immediate fram- 
ing. The size of each picture, exclusive of the mounting, is 11 x 14 inches. For decorative 
purposes they cannot be surpassed. s ; 5 

The price of the ‘‘Zim”’ collection is $3.00 per set of eight pictures, or the pictures can be 
obtained singly at 50 cents each. 


JUDGE COMPANY, Il0 Fifth Ave., New York. 













Borroughs —‘* My r old uncle, Peter 
Roxsum, is very ill, and likely to die at any 
moment.” Mewitt—‘‘ Sorry, old man, but I 
can’t lend you acent.”—Catholic Standard and 
Times. 


‘** Young Smiggins was so troubled about his 
debts that he joined a don’t-worry club.” 
** Yes?” ‘And he found its membership made 
up chiefly of the men he owed.”—JZrooklyn 


Life. 











ARE WORN BY 


CAREFUL DRESSERS 


They stretch only when you do, and do not lose their 
stretch as others do, They’re handsome, durable, 
sensible, and as comfortable and effective after long 
























have cheaper inodele f quarter aor as ee nar ee Chester at 50 cents is the best 
at any price, we have ‘ora . Allare GUARA ‘ED. 
CHESTER SUSPENDER CO., 5 Decatur Ave., Roxbury Crossing, Mass. 

Branch Factory, Brockville, Ont. 
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Ljro™ my study-door I heard, one sultry 
summer day, 
A timid little tippy-tap. 
in, I pray.” 
Then through the doorway entered, with 
polite and modest mien, 
The dearest little puppy-dog that ever I 
have seen. 
‘* Kind sir, I beg your pardon, but I want 
your help,” said he ; 
** And as you have so many books, I ventured 
to make free” 
Here he grew a bit embarrassed, and he 
barked behind his paw, 
And blandly I replied, lest I my guest 
should overawe : 
** My library is quite at your disposal, my 
dear sir, 
And if you please, may I inquire what 
book you would prefer?” 
‘* Oh, sir,” he answered gratefully, ‘* of kind- 


I said, ‘‘ Come 








ness you’ve no lack, 

And if it’s all the same to you, I'll take an 
almanac.” 

I gave him one. He thanked me; then, 
glancing through the book, 

Said, ‘‘ I want to find the dog-days, but I 
don’t know where to look.” 


T WAS certainly the hour of bedtime 
when the Eskimo father looked up from 
his labor of tanning a walrus-hide, ‘neath 
the dim light of a plate of burning whale- 
oil, and directed a question to his careworn 
better-half, who was busily plying her bone 
needle on the opposite side of the room. 

When we say room we speak advised- 
ly. We need not go into details as to 
whether, it was sitting-room, dining-room, 
or bed-chamber. In truth it was! That is 
to say, it was any of these, and all. The 
Eskimo roof-tree was a humble hut of one 
room. 

“ Where is our daughter?” he inquired 
of the patient mother. “Is she still out 
there talking to that good -for-nothing 
Pufsky ?” 

The mother nodded a good-natured 
assent. Even Eskimo mothers are “the 
salt of the earth” where trysting lovers have 
to do with angry, questioning fathers. She 
gave him that smile which beats a royal 
flush of soft words in turning away wrath 
every time. 

The father had to have his say, how- 
ever, as fathers will, and, turning again to 
the patient mother, he said: 

“ Mothers now-a-days have no care for 
their daughters at all. That girl will take 
her death of cold out there, and you never 
have a word to say. What does that fel- 
low intend, anyway? Does he expect our 
daughter to be wooed and won by him? 
Why, he hasn't a dog to his name, and she 
is sole heiress to the finest lot of dogs and 
sledges in all this country.” 


ANIMALS | HAVE MET. 


THE COURSE OF TRUE LOVE. 


By Roy Farrell Greene. 


‘* Allow me to assist you, my little friend,” 
said I. 
** See, here we find the dog-days—they’re 
always in July.” 
** Oh, are they?” he said brightly, and his 
eyes began to shine. 
** Well, ‘every dog must have his day,’ you 
know, and which is mine?” 
His air was so expectant that I didn’t have 
the heart 
To dash his hopes by telling him no day 
was set apart 
For his especial glory; so I said, ‘* Well, 
let me see. 
Here I find”—he fairly quivered with de- 
light—‘‘ your pedigree. 
Your ancestors were famous ; you’re a thor- 
oughbred—a skye ; 
And your day "—I pointed to it—‘‘is the 
nineteenth of July.” 
My visitor was jubilant. 
teenth!” he said. 
Exultantly he wagged his tail, and then he 
wagged his head. 
** July nineteenth? Well, by the bark of 
my ancestral tree, 
I'll celebrate that day! Good-bye, and 
thank you, sir,” said he. 


‘*July nine- 


CAROLYN WELLS. 


ways are when the liege lord is in a tan- 
trum. 

At last, seeing that naught he could 
say would avail, the old man wrapped a 
bundle of bear-skins about him and “lay 
down to pleasant dreams.” 

The mother kept on sewing for a week 
or so, until the light had waned and her 
callous fingers grew sore, the while she 
thought of the tendency of a father to al- 
ways break up a love-match. She thought 
of her consort, now snoring, visibly as well 
as audibly, in the light of a cold and cruel 
father. With woman’s goodness she was 
willing to forgive, and she could overlook 
his being cold, owing to the climate; but 
there seemed no extenuating circumstances 
for his being cruel. And so she worked 
away. 

At last the careworn mother arose from 
her task, plodded to the hut’s one door, and 
called : 

“ Daughter, it is bed-time! Come to 
the house right away. You'll take your 
death of cold leaning on that iceberg. Come 
to the house right away, pet.” 

She waited a moment for a reply, and, 
receiving none, she turned and looked at the 
calendar on the wall. Then: 

“ Daughter, come in this instant! It is 
getting late. The calendar says it is almost 
the middle of August, and you've been stand- 
ing there talking since the 2oth of July.” 

And the lovers, after mutual remarks of 
how short the evening had been, and how 
time had passed out ‘neath the stars of an 
Eskimo night, six months long, kissed each 





The mother was quiet, as mothers al- 


other a fond good-night. 








IN THE MESHES OF HER HAIR, 


N THE meshes of her hair, 
Murmuring an eager song, 
Fierce with longing lingered he 
Through the night hours weird and long, 
Telling o'er and o'er his story 
In the pearly ear so fair, 
Through the meshes of her hair. 


Listening with throbbing breast, 
With desire akin to pain, 

Until passion swayed her soul, 

And a madness seized her brain, 
With her own fair hand she slew him, 
That mosquito singing there 

Tn the meshes of her hair. 








Tue ILLICILLIWAET VALLEY.—CANADIAN PAcIFIc RAILWAY. 


The Illicilliwaet Valley is a winding trough, which, fortunately for the projectors of the 
Canadian Pacific Railway, runs from the Columbia upwards to Rogers’ Pass at the summit of 
the Selkirk Range. Here all that is grand and sublime in nature unites to make landscapes 
which are at the same time the delight and the despair of the painter. But if the brush cannot 
do justice to the wonderful panorama, what shall be said of the camera? How can the lens do 
justice to that marvelous display of color? Miles of dazzling snow fields; leagues of eternal 
blue ice ; hundreds of square miles of gnarled and twisted pines ; snowy torrent and gray 
rock—the mind of man never conceived so grand a landscape. 

It was hard, grim work that the engineers had to face when they forced their way with 
transit and level through the Selkirk Range, but at last the determination and marvelous 
resourcefulness of Major Rogers conquered nature, and, twisting and turning like a huge 
python, the steel rails leave the Columbia a few miles below Donald, and wind along the 
valley of the Beaver, climbing higher and yet higher, until at length the straining engine pants 
no longer ; for a few hundred yards the train rolls in a manner normal to trains, and then the 
whistle is sounded for the brakes and the locomotive slides down the banks of the Upper 
Illicilliwaet to Glacier House Station. 

Here, at an elevation of over 4,000 feet, the Canadian Pacific Railway Company has built 
a hotel which is so popular that it has been enlarged to twice its previous capacity a couple of 
times during the last ten years. Within a mile of the hotel is the tongue of a glacier which is 
larger than all the ice rivers of Switzerland combined. Te the southeast Sir Donald's mighty 
mass rises a mile into the air. On the other side of the Illicilliwaet the great lonely chain 
known as the Hermit Range stands like a line of frowning fortresses, walling in the valley to 
the northward. Here, during the long, bright, summer days men come from far and wide to 
climb or simply to luxuriate, and in the early autumn the sinewy hunter makes it his head- 
quarters, for near by are grizzlies, black bear, caribou and goat. 
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SCARECROWS ON THE ROAD. 


** Wow! Mirandy! wot wid dat ’mobiler buzzin’ along, an’ dat fat nigger snorin’, 
an’ you yankin’ dis scared hoss, I done guess you'll git ma life insurance in jig time if 
you don't go to glory yerself. Leg go ma wool so I kin butt der ground wid ma coco 
an’ save ma legs.” 





A New Society Magazine — Satirical and Witty 
Published Monthly 


Out August Ist Price 10 Cents 











FANNIE PAVEY MAC HARG. 





The Route of the LEHIGH VALLEY RAILROAD: 
is through the “Switzerland of America.” |JUDGE COMPANY - - - NEW YORK 


AT ALL BOOKSELLERS 
Beautifully Printed and Illustrated 
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Pure Rye 
Whiskey 


IT 
TASTES 
OLD 
BECAUSE 
IT IS 
OLD. 


CAHN, BELT & CO, 


BALTIMORE, MD. 




















«A Genuine Old Brandy made from Wine.” 
—Medical Press (London), Aug., 1899. 


MARTELL S 
THREE STAR 
BRANDY 


AT ALL BARS and RESTAURANTS. 








Write for free circular: 

Learners. It shows how can become a Civil, 

Electrical or Mechani Engineer or Architect. 

Schools open all summer. 

international Correspondence Schools, 
Box 919 , Scranton, Pa. 








** It is an error te allow automobiles to whirr 
along even faster than bicycles.” ‘* Still, to 
whirr is human.” —Philadelphia Times, 


As a text for future addresses, President 
Schwab of the Steel Trust has probably made 
a note of the fact that President Shaffer of the 
Amalgamated Association is not a college grad- 
uate.— Utica Herald. 


An obituary of 2 man who died recently 
notes the fact that he had received an honorary 
degree from Harvard. But how is that worth 
mentioning? Would it be possible to kill a 
man by shooting into a crowd without bring- 
ing down some one who had received an hon- 
orary degree from Harvard ?—Lowisville Cour- 


ter- Journal. 
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BEST SHE COULD GET. 


GroGAN —*‘ Phat’s the matter, Mike, the flies do be thick around you ?” 

MIkE —‘‘ Oh, I hev a heavy cold on me chest, and as we had no plasters in the 
house, me old woman put on some sticky fly-paper, and I do think it bes drawin’ the 
flies.” 












and we will mail you a cake. 
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R COMPLEXION, 
THE HAIR 


AND 
ALL SKIN DISEASES 
USE 
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.For sale by all Druggists at 25 cents a 
cake. Insist upon having Medicura—Royal 
purple wrapper with gold letters. 

If your druggist does not handle it, send us 25 cents 
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MEDICURA SOAP CO., "3r yar" 




















Honolulu is rapidly becoming an American 
city. Its treasury is now in a serious condition 
of depletion. —S#. Louis Republic. 
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ARE THE BEST 
BUY THEM. . 


THE RESORTER. 


A Handsomely Illustrated Monthly for Health and 
Pleasure-seekers. Four months, 25 cts.; eight months, 
50 cts. Send two-cent stamp for specimen corr: 

New York: 13 ASTOR ACE. 








ROMEIK S Press Cutting Bureau will send 
you all ye gs clippings which 
May appear about you, your friends, or any subject on 


which you want to be“ up to date.” Every newspaper|. ¢ 


and periodical of importance in the United States and 
Er ype is searched for nena Henney RomMgIxsE, 
ork. 


110 fifth Avenue, New 
BEST and MOST 
ECONOMICAL 33c 

COFFEE GROWN. - 
uires Only TWO- 
THIRDS the regular quan- 
tity. Always packed in 1-lb, 

trade-mark red bags. 
Good Coffees 12c, and 15¢. 


Good Teas 30c. and 35c. 
For special terms atdtees 


Bb Rest tng 
P. O. Box 289. 


You will more prompt attention and better service 
by fade mt at Jupex when answering advertisements, 















i $100.00 Reward 


will be gladly paid to anyone who will furnish convicting evi- 
dence against imitators and substitutors who try to sell you 
worthless preparations when CASCARETS are called for. 
Don’t ever take substitutes, but insist on having 


‘CANDY CATHARTIC 







TRADE MARK REGISTEREO 


8 
CST FORTHE BOWELS 


The great merit of CASCARETS makes big sales everywhere. 
Therefore, now and then, dealers try to substitute *‘ something 
just as good.”” It’salie! Don’t let them do it, and if they try, 
write us confidentially at once. Address STERLING REMEDY 
Company, Chicago or New York. All Druggists, 10c, 25c, 50c. 


Beware of Imitations! 


411 





BEAUTIFUL GUIDE 


To 
PAN-AMERICAN 
EXPOSITION 





Containing Best Map of Grounds Ever 
Made, Is published by the . 


Lackawanna 


Railroad 





Send 4 cents in stamps to T. W. Lee, 
26 Exchange Place, New York City. 











Press OF FLESs & RIDGE PRINTING Co., FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK. 





LOOD 





POISON 


Primary, Secondary or Tertiary Blood Poison 


Permanently Cured. ju can be treated at home under 
same fueranty. If you have taken mercury, fodide potash, 
and still have aches and pains, Mucus Patches in Mouth, 
Sore Throat, Pimples, Copper Colored Spots, Ulcers on 
any part of the body, Hair or Eyebrows falling out, write 


COOK REMEDY CO. 


1480 Masonic Temple, Chicago,-Ill., for proofs of cures. 
Capital, $500,000. We solicit the most obstinate cases. 
We pase cured the worst cases in 15 to 35 days. 100-page 
Book Free. 





Juper's Lisrary is full of pure fun. No politics. 10a, 
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WHAT IS IN A NAME? 


=. PIANNADINGER—" Lena! Lena‘! You should please stop singing dot lullaby for a few momends—your mother iss trying to get der baby 
to sleep yet!’’ 














: COPYRIGHT 190! BY JUDGE LOMPANY OF NEW YORK. A POWERFUL REMINDER. Sackett & Wilhelins Litho & Ptg Co.New York 
Deacon PoakcHop—“I’ll remembLah dat sermon ob yo’s Sunday to my dying day !” 


PARSON OLDCHICK—“ Yo’ will? Now-er, what wuz de speshul p’int about it to fix it so strong in yo’r mem’ry?”’ 
Dgacon PoakcHor—“ Right in de middle ob it some one swiped mah umbrella !’’ 








